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And let hym knowe that he hate fynd,

in this mifufynge me,
I can not thynke, but Fortune once,

mall the rewarde for all,
And vengeaunce due for thy deferts,

in tyme fhall on the fall.
And tell thy maifler Fauftus no we,

yf he wolde haue me lyue :
That neuer more he fewe to me,

this aunfwere lafte I gyue:
And thou o Traytour vyle,

and enmye to my lyfe,
Abfent thy felfe from out my fyght,

procure not greater ftryfe,
Synce yat thefe teares, had neuer force

to moue thy floneye hart'e,
Let neuer thefe my weryed eyes,

fe the no more.    Departe,
This fayde, in hafte me hieth in,

and there doth vengeaunce call,
And ftrake her felf, with cruel knyfe,

and bluddye down'e doth fall.
This dolfull chaunce, whan Fauftus heard

lamentynge lowde he cryes,
And teares his heare and doth accufe,

the vniufl and cruell Skies.
And in this ragynge moode awaye,

he ftealeth pute alone,
And gone he is: no man knowes where

eche man doth for hym mone.
Valerius whan he doth perceyue,

his Mayfter to be gone:
lie weepes and wailes, in piteous plight

and forth he ronnes anone.
No Man knowes where, he is becom,

fome faye the wooddes he tooke,